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f meane Nortentioisakard of you. 

Wid. Hcchatisgiddie thinkes t he world euros round , 
'Petr, Roundly replied. 

Kate. Miftrisbow mesne you that? 

Wid. Thus ! concerns by him, 

Petr. Ccnceiues by me, how likes Hortenjht hat ? 

Hor. My Wibdcw iayes.cha.s fhc core tines he* tale. 

Petr. Veric well mended : k life him for that good Width', i 
Kate. He tint isgiddie thinkesthc world turncs round,. 

J pray you tell me what you mearc by char. 

iv id. Your husband being troubled with afhrcvv, 
Mcafurcs my husbands forrovv, byhis-woc;. 

And now yon know my meaning, 

Kate. A veric mcanc meaning, 
wid. Right. 1 mcme you. 

K-at. Audi am tncanc indeed, rtfpc&ing you, 

Petr. To her Kate. 

Hor. To htVfViddow . 

Petr. A hundred marks, my Kate does put her down, 
Hor. Tliac’s my office 

Petr. Spokelike aa Officer.- ha to thee Lid. 

‘Drinkjts to Hortenjio . 

Bap. How likes Grtmi > tliefe quickc.witted FolkcsT 
Cjrc. Beleeue me fir, they But together well. 

Biart. Head, and But an haftic witted bedie. 

Would fay you:; Head and But were head and home, 

ZH». 1 Miilris Bride, hath that awakened you 
Biart. I, but rstfjighted me, therefore Ileficepeagainc, 
Petr. Nay that you Iballaocfinec you hauc begun: 
Haucatyou fora better left or too. 

Btart. Am I your Bird, J mcanc to Ihift my bulb, 

And then purfue me as yotj draw my Bow. 

You arc welcome all. Exit Bianca, 

Petr. She hath preuemed me,herefignicr Tra/tio, 

This bird you aim’d at, thoughyou hit her not, 

Therfcre a health to all that foot android. 

Tri. Oh fir, Lucent to dipt me like his Grav-hotind, 

W hi ch ru n s him felfe a nd catch e s for his M after. 


Petr, A good fynfc fimile, but fojoething curriAi 
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TheTaming of the Shrew* 

TV*. ’Tis well fir that you hunted foryourfclfe: 
epjj thought your Deere dees hold y ou « a baye. 

* Bap. Oh, ch Pretuchio , Tran to hits you now. 
jjc. 1 thanke thee for that gi d good Tramc. 
Hor. CfonfelTe confefle, hath be not hit you hci’6 

, Petr. A hasalitle gald roe 1 confelTe: 

And as the left did glaunceaway from me, 

* listen to one it snaim’d-you too cut right. 

Bap. Now ir. good fadnclfc fonne Petntchio r 
1 thinke thou haft the verieft (brew of all. 

Petr. Well I fay no : and therefors'-fir, auurancejj 
Let’s each one lend vnto his wife. 

And he whofe wife ismoft obedient, 

To come at firft when he doth fend for her, 

Shall winthc wagerwhich we will propole. 



